44         THE FIRST AND LAST sc. in

blacken. Then suddenly clutching his
head, he turns to the bodies on the couch.
Panting and like, a man demented, he
recoils past the head of the couch, and rushing
to the window, draws the curtains and throws
the window up for air. Out in the darkness
rises the witch-like skeleton tree, where a
dark shape seems hanging. KEITH starts
back.
What's that ? What-----!

He  shuts  the  window  and  draws  the dark

curtains across it again.
Fool!    Nothing \

Clenching his fists, he draws himself up,
steadying himself with all his might. Then
slowly he moves to the door, stands a second
like a carved figure, his face hard as stone.

Deliberately he turns out the light, opens the
door, and goes.

The still bodies lie there before the fire which is
licking at the last blackened wafer.
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